The Watch 


It started in Mexico City. It was summer and every year me and my family would go to 
Mexico City and visit my moms family. We would always do fun activities and go see interesting 
sites. There was something I had always wanted to go see, but my family didn’t think it was 
interesting enough and didn’t care for it. But I wanted to learn more about the history and I loved 
learning more about Mexico. After days and days of begging, my family finally gave in and took 
me to see it. It was a clock called The Ottoman clock. It was gifted to Mexico as a 
congratulations for after the Mexican Revolutionary, and gaining their independence, but as well 
as a thank you for Mexico accepting immigrants from Iraq, Turkey, and Syria. I hadn’t finished 
reading the description, but my family was already whining that they wanted to leave. I decided 


to just read about the rest online, but at least I had seen the clock in person. 


When we were walking around the area, we saw an elote cart and my family wanted to 
get some. They asked me if I wanted any but it was a hot summer day, and I just preferred to stay 
in a cool shady area. I sat down on a bench under a tree and a woman who looked very tired sat 
next to me. I see that she has an interesting looking watch in her hand. It looks like a miniature 
version of the Ottoman Clock. “That's a cool watch, it looks like the Ottoman Clock”, I told her. 
She then tells me how she doesn’t know what that is, but it’s been passed down many 
generations in her family. I told her about the history and she told me how it seemed I cared a lot 
for the clock and its backstory. She hands me the clock and says, “here, you can have it”. She 


gets up and leaves quickly before I could say anything, leaving the watch in my hand. It’s almost 


like she wanted to get away from it. I thought it was kind of strange, but I really liked the 


original clock, and it’s like having it but in a miniature size. 


We went home and later that day I figured out that the watch was broken. The time said 
1:06 and it was already 5:48PM. I started to get weirded out more because that was the exact 
time the lady gave me the clock and left. I didn’t wanna think too much about it, so I just left it 
on my bedside table. Later that night, I heard ticking, and it was getting louder and louder. I 
heard it while I was in my sleep so I thought I was just dreaming it, and since the watch was 
broken anyways, it couldn’t have been that. After a while the ticking stopped. Then I hear a 


bunch of footsteps outside my window, but they’ re heavy. 


I lived on the backside of the house, and behind the house there was an alleyway so it 
was strange to hear so many footsteps this late at night. Especially with how heavy they were. 
There were a bunch of footsteps and they were very loud to the point where it woke me up. I 
tried to ignore them and go back to sleep but I couldn’t. I layed in my bed staring at the ceiling 
hoping the noise would stop but it wouldn’t. I then remembered that I fell asleep with my 
window open, so maybe if I closed it the noise would sound more faint so I got up to close it. I 


got up, but when I looked through the window it was not what I was expecting to see. 


It’s not everyday you see someone riding a horse in the middle of the city, you have to 
drive into the desert for a few hours to see that. But that wasn’t the strangest part. It was the 
people riding it. They looked exhausted and hungry. I wanted to see what was going on so I got 


out of my room and went into the kitchen which had a window facing into the main street. It 


looked completely different, like I got transported to a different century. While I was looking 
through the window I saw a familiar face. They almost looked like the lady that gave me the 
watch. I run to my room to grab the watch from my nightstand then I step out to ask her what's 
going on. I tried going up to her but she completely ignored me, and walked right past me. I went 
to turn back and go into my house and wake my family up, but when I turned around it wasn’t 
the same house. The house looked different, like it was old. At that point I didn’t know what to 
do. I couldn’t even go back home, and all I had was a watch with me. Even though it wasn’t the 


same house, it still felt the same and looked kind of similar. 


I decided to go back in, and everything was changed, like I went back in time. I started to 
think and maybe that’s what happened. Then it all started to make sense, but why, how, and what 
time period was I in? It couldn’t have been too far back because the street still looked pretty 
recognizable, but I definitely didn’t just go back 10 or 20 years. I start to look around and realize 
I was in the Mexican revolutionary war. Then I realized it could all just be a dream, and maybe if 
I went back to sleep I'll wake up in the same place I was 10 minutes ago. I go back into the house 
and everything is placed the same, just looked different. I go into my room and lay on my bed 
staring at the ceiling. I wanted to believe that it was just a dream but it all felt so real. The noises, 
the people, the way everything looked. I slowly dozed off, hoping it was all just a dream. I wake 
up to the same noises of hooves on the brick pavement, but with louder chatter. That’s when I 
realized I wasn’t dreaming, and I was actually in the Mexican Revolutionary war. I started 
panicking at first, wondering how I was going to live, and how I even got there but then I 


remembered that I knew about the history of it, and I knew how to survive. 


I started to think about how I could’ve even got sent back to this time period, and I 
started thinking and I realized that it was the watch. Somehow, the watch that the lady gave me 
took me back to this war. But why? I was still laying in bed thinking about all this when I heard 
loud noises outside, and I had to get up. I also had to figure out how to get back home. I took a 
step outside, and everyone was wearing different clothes. Not different like unique but different 
like old. I saw the different soldiers. The villistas were on horses, there was Zapatistas, and 


Carrancistas. 


People walking by were giving me weird looks, and were looking at what I was wearing, 
and I was still in pajamas. But not in the ones I fell asleep in, they were like the ones they wore 
during this time. I guess during this time it was socially unacceptable to wear pajamas outside 
after a certain hour. I go back into the house and look in the drawers and there's clothes like they 
were wearing outside and I change into it. I was hungry so I wanted to get something to eat. 
They had stands of food but I didn’t have any money on me. Then I remembered they don’t use 
the same currency as they do in the 21st century. I checked my pockets and luckily there were 
silver, copper, and gold centavos. I put them away because I know anyone that had money during 
this time was a target. While I was putting them away, two copper centavos and one gold one fell 
out of my hand, and they went everywhere. I quickly bent down to pick them up, hoping nobody 
saw. Then I hear a voice next to me ask me where I got so much centavos from. He started 
asking more questions, and they started getting more passive aggressive. I could tell he wanted to 


take what I had. I started backing away and telling him politely I was busy. 


I started making my way to the food stand. They had bread, fruit, beans and rice, and I 
decided to get the bread and beans because it seemed the most nutritious and filling. It cost 2 
copper centavos, which during this time was a lot, but was only about eight dollars where I was 
originally. I was going to get the fruit, but since many farms were getting ruined because of the 
war, the prices of fruit rose so much. The vendedor was surprised that I had a lot of money on 
me, and that I was able to buy so much, especially for being so young. Then I realized that I just 
became an even bigger target. I had a good amount of money, I was by myself, and I was young. 
I needed to make sure nobody was out to get me. I then remembered about the watch, and I 
wanted to see if it finally started working. I took it out of my pocket to check and the time read 
3:27. I guess I overslept, no wonder everyone was looking at me weirdly when I walked out in 
pajamas. But since the watch finally started working, I was relieved. It was useful so I could 


know what time it was. 


I started looking for somewhere where there weren't a lot of people, so I could peacefully 
enjoy my food. I sat down on a big rock in front of the river, put the beans on the slice of bread, 
and started thinking to myself. I couldn’t believe I went back in time. How did a little watch 
bring me back? If I could go back to when she gave it to me, I would’ve declined receiving the 
watch. I wouldn’t even be left alone under that bench while my family went somewhere else. I 
finished my bread, and I just sat there staring at the river. I was thinking the whole time, 
regretting all of yesterday. I should've never begged my parents to take me to see that clock. Or 
even made a conversation with the lady. But there was nothing for me to do now, just try to 


survive and get through this war. 


Before I got up again, I checked the watch and it read 4:54. “Wow, more than an hour of 
thinking,” I said to myself. It was already getting dark outside and the sun was going down 
quicker. I started walking back to the village, and I heard rattling noises. I just couldn't 
distinguish where the noise was coming from. I then remembered that Mexico had a lot of 
rattlesnakes during this time, and since there wasn’t a lot of population around here they were 
everywhere. I look to my right, and see the snake there. I completely froze in my place, just 
standing there. I wanted to run, but I couldn’t, which is weird because I usually acted fast in 
situations like these. The snake started moving closer, and I started slowly backing away. I 
wanted to move away so much faster but I couldn’t, it felt like I was in a dream trying to run 
away. The snake jumped at me and bit me on my ankle. It felt so sharp, and it burned so much. I 
knew I had to take off the snake before its venom started spreading throughout my body. I 
grabbed the snake and tried yanking it off. It wouldn’t let go. When I took it off it left puncture 
marks. My ankle was bleeding already. I decided to start walking back so I can go to a health 
center. While I was walking back I started feeling dizzy, I started thinking I didn’t take the snake 


off in time. 


I made it to the medic center and I told them what happened. At the time they didn’t have 
medication for when something like this happened. There were just two options, amputation or 
death. I didn’t have enough money for them to amputate my leg, and I didn’t know what to do. 
They gave me some hope and told me since the snake wasn’t on for too long, there might've been 
a chance of me surviving with it. I was still in the medical center and I checked the watch and it 


said 6:38. They told me to go back home and that they didn’t have enough room for me to stay 


there since they had injured soldiers. I had to walk back home, and my ankle was swollen, and it 


hurt so bad to even put a bit of pressure on it. 


I made it back to my house, and I layed in my bed. I was too tired to even change into my 
pajamas. I flopped onto my bed, putting my foot on a pillow hoping that would help with the 
pain at least. I checked the time and it was 8:43. I tried going to sleep but the pain burned so 
much and it was so sharp that I couldn’t ignore it. Throughout the night I kept checking the 


watch. The last time I read it, it was already 11. I started to fall asleep. 


I woke up and I heard honking, and the noise of chatter outside in my dining room. I 
slowly opened my eyes to see everything was back to normal. I quickly reached for my ankle to 
see if it still was swollen. The pain was gone. I lifted up my pants and I saw that the marks were 
gone too. Was it all a dream? I thought to myself. But it felt so real. I slowly got up and made my 
way to the living room, where everyone else was. I saw my family sitting there, eating like 
nothing happened. “It was about time you woke up” my dad told me. I chuckled in a relieved 
way, and told them “oh yeah, i’Il be there in a bit”. I went back to my room and grabbed the 


watch. I went to the bathroom and threw it away. I was not taking any chances. 


